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THE ONE I KNEW 
Walter Waring 





Let others mark with bronze and stone 
The place where dust returns to dust, 

When Nature has recalled the loan | 
Man for a day but holds in trust. } 


Let others keep their pagan view— 
Pour tears on clay—yet I will try 
To pay the debt I owe to you 

By faith wherein you can not die. 


So I will rear no marble tomb 

Above the spot where you repose, 

For peering through the door called doom 
I glimpse a re-encarmined rose. 
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A MODERN ENGAGEMENT 
Grace L. Ashe 


Lucia bolted upright in bed, aroused by the in- 
sistent ringing of the telephone bell. She glanced 
at the clock. 9:15! Who on earth was calling at 
this hour—who among her friends would have any 
time to be wasting in phone calls? Of course it was 
not for her,so why should she worry. She could 
sleep at least another hour before dressing for the 
prom; so she settled comfortably back beneath the 
covers. 

No peace to be had that way though. Might as 
well answer the old thing and stop the noise. 
Gingerly slipping into a negligee, she wondered dis- 
eustedly where the telephone .company procured 
such a persistent operator, and why she had to be 
assigned to that district. 

“Hello,” she complained into the mouthpiece. 

“Hello, Lou, old dear, how are you?” 

It was Kenneth. How perfectly angelic of him 
to call and make sure she had sufficiently recovered 
from her cold to enable her to go to the dance! How 
could she have thought he was growing careless, 
simply because he had not been so insistent lately 
about an early wedding? No doubt he had gotten 
tired of pleading. Who wouldn't? She was overly 
sensitive; that was all. What a wonderful world 
to live in! So much happiness! So much to be 
thankful for! 

The fragrance of the bouquet just received from 
Kenneth, filled the room. She thought again how 
proud he would be of her in her new shell pink 
taffeta—not a dyed, made-over substitute this time, 
but a brand new creation; and Ken did love beautiful 
clothes more than anything else. This last reflection 
reminded her of her earlier qualms regarding his 
steadfastness. She thought again of the fact that 
her attractiveness was dependent largely upon a 

teen eOappy: state of mind-and a well rested body. By the 
- *.3 2 Way*"she:must-Attry: Ker “wp; so she’d have time for 
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another little snooze if her eyes were not to look 
heavy and dull. 

What was he babbling so about anyway! He 
sounded as if he had something unpleasant to say 
and did not know how to begin. 

‘“‘What’s the matter Kenneth?” she queried. “You 
don’t sound a bit like yourself. 

“That’s just it,” he said. ‘I hate to disappoint 
you, God knows I do, but I’m all under the weather. 
Got a bad case of grippe and I feel like get out. Just 
had a doctor, too, and he ordered me to bed for a 
couple of days.” 

Lucia fancied that she heard the strains ofa 
violin. 

“The only thing I hate about it is making you miss 
the prom. But I tell you what,” he pursued. “You 
haven’t been any too robust yourself lately, so what 
do you say to both of us taking it easy and resting 
up tonight, and we'll take in a show tomorrow night. 
What do you want to see?” 

“T hear the ‘Desert Song’ is beautiful” she sug- 
vested. 

“Righto!” he agreed. “We'll make it that. [ll 
be around about 7:30.” 

“How do you happen to be so sure you'll be so 
much better tomorrow?” she asked. 

Just then the notes of the violin became clearly 
audible, and a high soprano began the refrain of 
“My Land of Going-To-Be.” 

‘And where’s the music coming from?” she asked. 


“Radio” he replied. “Now run along and don’t 
take your disappointment too seriously” he gushed. 

Evidently now that the bad news was broken and 
over with, he was anxious to close the conversation. 
“Mighty sorry about the dance. See you tomorrow. 
Good-night, dear.” 

Lucia felt a mountainous lump rising in her 
throat, as the click of the receiver settling in its 
place, reached her ear. | She sat still for several 
minutes, holding the instrument, when the operator’s 











 “—_ 


l BLACK OPALS 


{rote a 


“Number please” informed her that she too had just 
as well hang up. 


Wasted, totally wasted—her 
the bank to buy all that finery f 
ing. It was late in the season, 
have much use for it until nex 
be at best “last year’s style.” 

Strange about Kenneth’s Strict compliance With a 
physician’s orders concerning a mere case Of grippe. 

Strange, too, that he bothered to consult a doctor 
at all. He must be feeling pretty badly—perhaps 
much worse than he admitted. But no, he was 
cheerful enough; and the note of cheerfulness was % 
genuine.. Wasn’t it a Pity he’d have to miss the 


Savings gleaneq from 
or one night’s Show- 
too, and she wouldn’t 
t year, when jt would 





year she had had to go to the Prom with her brother. 
This year she couldn’t go at all. Things kept getting 
worse and worse. Oh, why was she ever born! But 
She had enjoyed herself Jast year, and so had George: 
So why not try it again. Of course Ken couldn’t 
object to her brother. But where would she ever 
find George now? He had not been invited but her 
invitation provided for an escort. 

She mused on and on while She made three calls 
to locate him. He was not to be found. | 

Making her way back to her bed-room she viciously 
kicked everything in sight. After thus disposing 
of the half dozen or so boudoir pillows on her bed, 
she fell across it to indulge in a luxurious fit of weep- 
ing, and lay there, a heaving mass of poignantly de- 
jected youth. 

The phone rang again. 

“More bad news,” she muttered. “Well I’m darned 
iE hear it..= She had: not noticed her mother’s 
return from her auxiliary meeting, and was startled 
to hear her call out: ; 

“Lucia, you're wanted on the phone I don’t 


know who ’tis. I’ve heard the voice before but can’t 
place it.” 








ares Tea RUT Charles B. Ragland, of the 
a hoan ; es. Army, home on leave from his post 
TaN ie u. He was Ken’s best friend, and Lucia 
ee on Regie! after meeting Kenneth. 
Hoe y iss Morris?” he queried. “I just arrived 
Ae our ago and I’m starved fora good look at 
: me 'familiar, American faces. You'remember, per- 
Naps, our :wager :last summer concefning ‘my pro- 
posed advancement or punishment because of in- 
Subordination. Are you prepared to pay the forfeit? 
i am now First Lieutenant.” 

Congratulations, but I have forgotten what the 
forfeit is,” she replied. 
An evening’s entertainment,” he said simply. 


They arrived at the Dance Box shortly alter 
midnight, when the dance was in full swing. The 
orchestra was pealing forth the plaintive strains of 
a waltz. 

Lucia was radiantly happy. Somehow she took 
a great deal of pride in wearing, for a night, Lieu- 
tenant Ragland’s fraternity pin. She shifted her 
much be-studded engagement ring to the fourth 
finger of her right hand. It was too mad a mixture, 
she thought, to be wearing it as a symbol of future 
unity with an Omega fraternity follower and the 
pin of an Alpha member. 

“Say, Lou, what’s the big idea: Is this national 
two-timing night, or have you and the big boy called 
it quits?” Nat Morley mumbled from one corner of 
his mouth as they glided past. 

Lucija’s heart sank. Why had she come here only 
to be charged with cheating! Poor Ken was at home, 
possibly tossing with fever, every bone in his body 
aching with the ravages of grippe—maybe he’d go 
into pneumonia, yet he was possibly consoled with 
the thought that some one sympathized, and that 
some one was she. She was ashamed to think of 
his expression of regret that she should miss the 


dance. What was a silly dance when Ken was sick ! 
Now everyone wou 


id inform him of her presence 
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there and he would be so pained to discover her un- 
willingness to forfeit one little night’s pleasure for 
his sake, 


“You must be more sure of your flance than I am 
of my husband,” Rita Lowe remarked, catching her 
eye as they whirled past. 

“Why, what do you mean?” Lucia gasped, 

“Well, if I had a handsome intended, with such 
well filled coffers, and he speant a whole hour beam. 
ing over another damsel, I think I’d be assorting 
investigating processes,” she replied. 

“I don’t get you,” Lucia said. 

“Do you mean you don’t see Kenneth, or are you 
pretending there’s nothing to it?” 

‘‘He’s sick in bed.” 

“What! Then who’s that?” she asked nodding 
her head in the direction of a couple seated on the 
window sill. | 

Lucia’s breath stopped short. She passed her 
hand over her eyes as if to shield them from some 
blinding glare. Then she peered again at Kenneth 
who appeared to be in such a state of ecstacy as to 
be far removed from al] contact with an ordinary 
world, while he beamed over a strange, rather dar- 
ingly gowned woman. 

Lucia was numb. Numb all over. Yet her pride 
above all else had to fe considered; so she resolutely 
fixed a smile on her lips and dared not let it go for 
fear of being unable to recapture it. 

An intermission was beginning, and the attention 
of Ken’s siren was distracted. Lucia made her way 
Over to him as quickly as she could manoeuver it 
unnoticed, and nonchalantly pulling his sleeve said, 

“Why, Mr. Scott, aren’t you going to speak to 
me P” 

Kenneth jumped, stared at her, and stammered: 
hy—why what in—what are you doing here?” 

“Having the the. time of my life. And I’m so 
glad you felt better and could come too,” she lied. 

“So this is the Way you feel—that’s how much 
you care about me and my welfare” he snapped. “ 
heard you were that way and didn’t believe it, but 
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just thought I’d see for myself. The minute you 


think I’m safely put away for the night, you grab 
Some damned cad and come out to enjoy yourself. 

Well you certainly didn’t seem to be so thorough- 
ly lonely and miserable when I first saw you,” she 
retorted. “As a matter of face, I knew when you 
called me that you had made another engagement— 
that you were not sick.” 

“Now,” she continued, “I know what happened 
all those other times you’ve disappointed me. You 


couldn’t be two places at once so you took your 
me you had another 


choice. Why didn’t you tell 
engagement you couldn't break. Why werent you 
man enough to tell me you had changed your mind, 
about our entire affair!” 
“Now wait just a moment, and I'll tell you the 
truth,” he stuttered. And drawing her to a more . 
secluded spot, he said, “Lucia, please be reasonable. 
Honestly, this girl has me bound hand and foot— 
is a business deal. I’m trying to make some big 
money to help insure your future happiness. And 


she’s so temperamental, I have to play up to her, 
know, or it’s all off, and I’m 


sort of cater to her, you 
done for.” 

“T don’t believe a word of it? Lucia snapped. 
“What kind of business deal—I demand to know 
every detail of othr 

“T must ask you to trust me” he returned. And 
seeing her snatch his ring from her finger, he begged. 

“Oh, don’t do that yet. But I must have your confi- 
dence—I don’t want you nor anybody else if I can't 
have your trust, too. Can’t you believe me when if 
say there’s nothing to it? But I can’t be explaining : 
every detail of my business every time I turn around. | 
Let me know tomorrow how you feel about it. Think 
it over before you do anything rash, and I'll abide 
by your decision. If you feel that you can’t trust 


me I'll never bother you again. Send me a note by 
I tell you there’s nothing to 


messenger tomorrow. 
it, but I must have absolute confidence of anyone 
whom I’m to be tied up with for life or else it would 


be Hell-on-earth.”’ 

















7 





=| 


i + . 3 i Ye te a el ae 
rivae go i ) aig VUE N's. F i te 
oe) SAS ie 4 ll - wv f ty ay ales vi NY ub 


a 






8 BLACK OPALS 


He .was. prevented from further elaboration on 
the subject by his companion’s return, 
her arm-through his; led» him: away, ignoring the 
astounded , Lucia. 

Lucia went on sina sort of trance. She. listened 
vaguely. to. her. own voice carrying on the battle to 
save her .pride.. She -wondered what Prompted it 
to keep up its light banter, trying to prove that She 
did not care.. For she was not thinking—her } 


Tain 
was too stunned for any such exercise. 


The dance must. have been over finally, for 
she found herself on the way home. . The sharp 
early morning breezes wafted through the open win- 
dow of the auto brought her to her senses. Why 
was she so wretched? She ought to be ashamed 
of being such a jealous little fool. Of course there 
was nothing to it. Real estate business was dull-now 
and perhaps Ken had a prospect of a big sale. She 
would hurry and let him know that he retained her 
faith and—and then he would tell her about it 
Why on earth did Lieutenant Ragland insist on mak- 
ing a future engagement with her! Couldn’t he see 
that she kept making fictitious excuses? Who wanted 
to go on a silly fishing trip anyway! What if his old 
aunt would be there?. She was nothing but an old 


crab! Catching fish! What romance was there about 
a fish! 


Just then the traffic lights turned against them 
and a spacious limousine rolled up alongside and 
paused, awaiting the signal. to - proceed. Lucia 
looked around and her mouth fell open. There in a 
very familiar car, a strange head reposed on a well 
known Shoulder, and a strange hand lay tightly 
clasped in a very familiar one. She leaned forward 
and read ominous contentment in a very familiar 
face. 


She. turned abruptly to her companion. _. 


“Tf Iowere sure your aunt wouldn’t object to my 
tagging along, I’d be delighted to go,” she exclaimed 


who, slipping 
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excited] : “An Ee. t ’ y : 
about Gehineon besides I don’t know the first thing 
‘ She’d be delighted—she’s fond of you, and I'll 
break the good news to her first thing in the morn- 
ing, he announced. “And as far as your ignorance 
in the art of fishing is concerned, I expect to get 
most of my fun from teaching you.” 

Oh, I know it’s going to be too heavenly. Tl 
be SO glad to go away for a while,” she said, her 
Spirits actually rising. 

And somehow the proximity of the two heads ina 
the limousine did not appear so odious, as the car 
lurched forward and sped away. 


RHTORT 
Walter Waring 


Though you point out our lowly birth 
And boast your finer, nobler earth, 

You do not cite, to prove your worth, 
That you sprang from a Nordic serf. 
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A SYMBOL 
Bessie Calhoun Bird 


One day while walking through a clump of trees, 
Soft music reached my ear like hum of bees; 

In quest I went and found to my great pleasure, 
A bubbling spring, whose waters one might measure 
Not by the banks ’twixt which it sang, 

But by the great, great depth from which it sprang ; 
And by the miles and miles which it should cover 
Before its destined journey would be over. 


With heart and soul attuned I listened long, 
And heard my people’s story in its song. 


It sang of cavern dreary—dark and deep— 
Where faintest ray of light could never creep ; 
Of adamantine barriers, stern, oppressing, 
Which thwarted long its efforts at progressing ; 
Of sticky mud, of turbid muck and mire, 

And how it struggled upward, reaching higher: 
Forever laughing, singing as it toiled, 

Believing that God’s plan could not be foiled. 


"Till now, released, it sang in rapturous glee, 

Its praise and thanks to God because ’twas free. 
Twas free to shout and dance and kiss the sun; 
Twas free to choose the course which it would run. 
-Unhampered now, it rushed on, in wild glee 

To join its laughing waters with the sea. 


Ambitious little spring, your waters brave 
In many places still may seem a slave; 


But you have learned your lesson thru hard drilling, 


And onward you will go, the plan fulfilling. 


You'll force your way thru hard unyielding ground; 
Where hills forbid your climb, you’ll go around; 
O’er rough, wild places you will scamper madly, 
In cooling, flowering meadows loiter gladly. 
Some places you will take with daring leap, 
Q’er others you will softly, gently creep. 
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Ofttimes to man you'll be a boon, 4 blessing — 
And you may sometimes be to him distressing 5 
But onward you will go, ereat str ength amassing: — 
‘Ti]] all the world shall Know that you are passing. 


And you will join the universal sea 
‘Tis God’s great plan for you—it has to be. 


2 


I SANG TO THE MOON | 
Milton R. Brighte 


The crescent moon hung low, 

Hung low, 

And nearly kissed my cheek, 
For I had sung a2 song to it 

One autumn night. 

It spoke to me 

Between the shade 

Between the soul 

Of a lonely oak; 

“Why change thy heart to music 
And sing of her, 

Of her, | 

The maiden of a dream? 

Sing to me! | 

For I am lonely.” 
And thus I sang: 

“Lonely moon 

Here am I— 

And J am also lonely.” 
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GOSSAMER DREAMS 


James H. Young 


What! You ask me have I lived 

A life eventful? 

Yes, lad. 

There has been laughter in my time, 

But there have been tears too! 

Time has passed me by—wingedly— 

And now I have my yesteryears, 

To bring me joys and anguish........ in my thoughts 
I am old, I dwell surrounded by images— 


Glimmering memories........ melodies and dirges........ 


Yours is youth. 

Yes, I have lived and loved............ 
And fought............ and died. 

The road before you beckons 

With enticing gesture. 

Do you come, and 

LAV ON staaeitersven too ! 


MOON THOUGATS 


James H. Young 


There’s something deeply fascinating 
About my moon—that shimmering eye 
That looks down on me 

From far-away calm. 


It plays upon my heart........ a vibrant theme............. 
In vain I long for that which is denied me. 
Thrilling in every fiber............ 


When the moonbeams shine upon me 

I feel as if my soul might burst 

With these desires and longings thus constrained. 
When the moon........ my moon........ gently 
Drops its silver beams— 

When the stars shine on a summer night 

Dhenes venice tis theme aes. 


* 
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EMPIRE 
Walter Waring 


Come out, young men,, 
To guard our gold, 

To guard our gold, 

And watch our land.........- 


They wait to hear 

No second call— 

These gay young men; 

These brave young men... 


And flinging taunts 
At crafty Death, 
They play with him 
As in a game. 


And if they lose, 

As lose they must, 

In some queer land, 

On queerer field, 

We'll write their names 
In virgin gold 

Though rare it be, 

And dear it be— 

And we will give 

Our greenest land 
Monholdsthert (dust: iiscccceee. 


Come out, young men, 
To guard our gold! 
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FANCY 
Milton R. Brighte 


I saw a show, 

A moving picture show 

Of lovely sunny Spain. 

My heart leans out — 

As in a fairy tale— 

I wish that I, and 

One that I could love, 

Could bask within the orange 
Of an island sunset, 

Could bask within the silver 
Of a Spanish moon. 

I wish that IJ, and 

One that I could love, 

Could loll beneath a jaded tree 
And hear 

The beating of our hearts 

As one— 

I wish that I could love and 
Be forever loved. 





ESCAPE 
Lewis Alexander 


I turned to the world for silence 
But only turmoil kept 

The very hills and valleys 
Where beauty once had crept. 

I turned to my heart for silence 
I did not find it there, 

For therein were the tyrants 
Sorrow and despair. 


I turned to my soul for silence— 
There like a pensive pool 

Was silence like a king in state 
Calm, serene, and cool. 
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WASHERWOMAN 
Edward S. Silvera, 2nd 


Today—tomorrow 

And the day after tomorrow 

The song of the washboard 

Is beautiful to her ears 

And the water makes her hands 

Clean and white 

Like the hands of Jesus; 

The clothes on the line too 

Are clean and white and beautiful 

Like the robes of Jesus: 

Wrinkled old woman— 

When Sunday comes 

And the minister preaches 

About the beautiful robes of Jesus 

She will think about Mrs. Gregory’s clothes 
White and beautiful on the line, 

White like the robes of Jesus. 

She will be happy because her hands are clean— 
Clean like the hands of Jesus. 


LOVE IN THESE DAYS 
Mae V. Cowdery 


Her eyes were hard 

And his bitter 

As they sat and watched 

The fire fade 

From the ashes of their love. 
Then they turned 

And saw the naked autumn wind 
Shake the bare autumn frees, 
And each one thought 

As the cold came in— 

‘Tt might have been”........ 
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TOUSSAINT L'OUVERTURE 
A Dramatic History in Five Parts. 


Leslie Pinckney Hill 
‘The Christopher Publishing House, Boston. $1.50. 


In the early eighties an Episcopal clergyman wrote 
a book in which he attempted to prove that the 
Negro was not human. The Nordic is still trying 
to prove many of his theories concerning the Negro 
without using the scientific method and historical data 
which he brings into play when discussing other 
questions. It is a far cry from that worthy’s effort 
to the artistic portrayal of thet noble character, and 
military genius, Toussaint L’Ouverture, by Leslie 
Hill. 

In writing this play Mr. Hill has chosen to do 
what no other American Negro has done. He has 
thru scientific research, culled the facts concerning 
L’Ouverture’s life. Then, he has by the fire of his 
imagination and the magic of his pen, written a play 
in five parts in the classic blank verse, the vehicle of 
the greatest of English dramatists—a daring thing 
in this Jazz Age. but, blank verse is the most suit- 
able form for expressing the deep forces that shape 
the course of Toussaint L’Ouverture and Mr. Hill 
with the keen insight of the true artist has used the 
medium most suitable for portraying the lofty 
nature, and deep tragedy of one of the greatest char- 
acters in the history of the New World. 

There is a haunting melody thruout. There are 
unforgettable lines that ring with the truth of ali 
ages. There are passages reminiscent of Macbeth 
when the voodoo hags chant their spells; of Hamlet, 
in Toussaint’s soliloquy. There is the slow unfold- 
ing of a character noble, just, having too much faith 
in man yet not dismayed. 

“To find him faithless, going on again 
To trust another ;” 


.This book..is a: distinct contribution to American 
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literature. I should like to see it on the stage as an 
experiment, for, to me, it is the ‘Opener’ for the 
adequate portrayal of the stirring history of the 
Negro. NG eRe. Bs 


QUICKSAND |. 
Nella Larsen 


Published by Alfred Knopf, New York City: 
Price $2.50. 


Whatever else may be said about the comparative 
merits of Nella Larsen’s novel, Quicksand, this 
much ought to be admitted by every reader: Quick: 
sand is a step forward in the literature produced by 
American Negroes. For the first time, perhaps, a 
Negro author has succeeded in writing a novel about 
colored characters in which the propaganda motive 
is decidedly absent. 

Not that the propaganda novel is without its pur- 
poses. We cannot see the point of insisting upon 
“art for art’s sake,” because of which many New 
Negroes frown down upon every use that art may 
be made of in order to further the cause of the 
Negro. If the “pure” artist desires to create pure 
art, then of course let him create pure art; but who- 
ever set up any group of Negroes to demand that 
all art by Negroes must conform to such a standard ? 

And now to return to Quicksand. Nella Larsen 
has written a very interesting story, almost, we 
might say, a thrilling story. Her style is as acceptable 
for the type of novel as that of any other Negro 
writer we know of. What is more to her credit, 
Miss Larsen is as clear as she is swift and concise, 
which cannot be said of all of our writers. Her one 
great lack is a throbbing, penetrating depth. One 
gets the impression that Miss Larsen does not feel 
what she writes so much as she feels the need of 
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writing. Perhaps this is the result of the objective 
attitude which the author has adopted. It 1s much 
easier to wax hot from within than to essay the role 
of impersonal observer, and thereafter lend warmth 
and color to the observed facts. Despite this rather 
glaring deficiency, Miss Larsen shows flashes of a 
capacity to be much more feelingful than she is in 
Quicksand, and this is very reassuring, 

Unfortunately for the story, it fails to be convinc- 
ing at the end. It is hard to reconcile Helga, the 
wife of a most ordinary third rate Baptist preacher 
who rarely takes a bath, with the demure young 
creature who is nothing if not most solicitous about 
those dainty touches which are absolutely essential 
to the happiness of the modern young woman. 

This is of little importance. however. Nella Lar- 
sen has caught a stride. If she can maintain it in 
a story which does not falter at the end, she is likely 
to make us forget the rather timid attempts of 
earlier writers of the novel. ‘There is a suggestion 
of her consummate artistry in the last sentence of 
the story—a whole story in itself—it is a hint of her 
essential fitness to essay the role of true novelist. 

Agere 1 











LET US HEAR FROM YOU 

We thank you for your interest in 
Black Opals, but let us know what you 
are thinking. Send us your ideas, and 
best of all original manuscripts, and 
drawings. 


Care of Allan R. Freelon, 
9220 Catherine Street, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


This editiou of BLACK OPALS is limited, to two 
1G 





hundred fifty copies of which this is number 


A few autographed copies are available. 
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